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​Chapter 1: The Nebraska Girl Arrives
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The Greyhound bus hissed to a stop in the humid August heat of Lincoln, Nebraska. Eighteen-year-old Emily Hargrove clutched the handle of her battered blue suitcase, her knuckles white. Back home in Willow Creek—a speck of a town surrounded by endless golden wheat fields and not much else—life moved at the pace of the seasons. High school football games on Friday nights, church potlucks on Sundays, and long summer evenings spent dreaming about something more. College was supposed to be her fresh start, her chance to breathe.

She stepped off the bus, the weight of her suitcase pulling at her arm, and looked around at the bustling university campus. Students laughed in clusters, parents hugged their kids goodbye, and the air smelled of cut grass and possibility. Emily smoothed down her simple yellow sundress, the one her mother had insisted she wear for “a good first impression.” Her long blonde hair, usually tied back in a practical ponytail, hung loose around her shoulders, catching the late afternoon sun.

The dorms loomed ahead—Hewitt Hall, a brick building that felt both intimidating and exciting. Room 312. That was her new home for the next year. Her roommate assignment had come through email just two weeks ago: Riley Thompson. No picture, no bio, just a name. Emily had spent the entire bus ride imagining what she’d be like. Maybe a quiet bookworm like her, or another small-town girl escaping the prairie.

She hauled her suitcase up the stairs, the wheels bumping awkwardly on each step. By the time she reached the third floor, her heart was pounding from more than just the exertion. She paused outside the door, took a deep breath, and knocked lightly before pushing it open.

The room was already half-claimed. One side was vibrant and lived-in: posters of indie bands, a rainbow pride flag pinned proudly above the desk, string lights draped across the headboard, and a stack of books that included everything from queer theory to steamy romance novels. The girl lounging on the bed looked up with a slow, confident smile.

Riley Thompson was nothing like Emily had imagined. She was twenty, a sophomore, with dark wavy hair that cascaded over one shoulder like ink spilling across paper. Her green eyes sparkled with mischief, framed by subtle eyeliner. She wore a cropped black tank top that showed a sliver of toned midriff and loose gray boy shorts that hugged her hips. A small tattoo of a delicate vine curled around her left ankle.

“You must be Emily,” Riley said, her voice warm and slightly husky. She swung her legs off the bed and crossed the room in three easy strides. Before Emily could respond, Riley pulled her into a hug. It wasn’t the quick, polite kind. Riley’s body pressed close for a moment—soft curves against Emily’s, the faint scent of vanilla and something warmer, like spiced incense. “Damn. Small-town Nebraska really delivered. You’re adorable.”

Emily felt her face flush hot. No girl had ever called her adorable like that. Boys back home had said she was “cute” or “pretty,” but it always felt obligatory. This felt... different. Appreciative. Intentional.

“Hi,” Emily managed, stepping back and tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Yeah, that’s me. Emily Hargrove. From Willow Creek.”

Riley grinned, leaning against the doorframe. “Riley Thompson. Originally from Omaha, but I’ve been here a year already. Let me help you with that suitcase.” She grabbed the handle without waiting for permission, her fingers brushing Emily’s. The contact sent a tiny, unexpected spark up Emily’s arm.

They spent the next hour unpacking. Emily carefully folded her modest wardrobe—jeans, sundresses, a few sweaters—into the small closet while Riley chattered easily about campus life. She pointed out the best dining halls, the hidden study spots in the library, and the parties that were actually worth going to.

“And the LGBTQ+ center is super welcoming,” Riley added casually, pinning a new photo to her bulletin board. It showed her kissing a girl with bright pink hair. “I’m out and proud, obviously.” She gestured to the rainbow flag. “Hope that’s cool with you.”

Emily nodded quickly, maybe a little too quickly. “Yeah, of course. It’s... fine. Great, even.” She’d never really known anyone openly gay back home. Willow Creek had its secrets, but they stayed buried under layers of small-town politeness. The idea of someone being so open about it felt both shocking and strangely freeing.

Riley’s eyes lingered on her a beat longer than necessary. “Good. Because I have a feeling we’re going to get along just fine, Emily Hargrove.”

That first evening passed in a blur of orientation meetings and nervous small talk. They walked to the welcome barbecue together. Riley introduced Emily to a few of her friends—confident, laughing girls who hugged freely and teased each other without holding back. Emily stayed mostly quiet, smiling and nodding, hyper-aware of how Riley’s arm kept brushing hers as they walked.

Back in the room that night, Emily lay in her narrow twin bed, staring at the ceiling. The string lights on Riley’s side cast a soft glow across the room. Riley had changed into an oversized t-shirt that barely reached mid-thigh. She stretched lazily, the fabric riding up to reveal smooth, toned legs.

“First night jitters?” Riley asked, rolling onto her side to face Emily.

“A little,” Emily admitted. “It’s so different from home. Back in Willow Creek, there’s nothing to do except drive around the same roads and wait for something to happen.”

Riley chuckled softly. “Well, plenty happens here. Especially in this room.” Her tone was light, but there was an undercurrent—something playful and inviting. “You ever been with a girl before, Em?”

Emily’s breath caught. The question was so direct. “No. I mean... I’ve only dated a couple boys from school. It was okay, I guess.”

“Okay?” Riley raised an eyebrow, propping her head on her hand. “That’s a low bar, babe. Girls know how to make you feel things you didn’t even know you could.”

Emily’s heart hammered. She could feel heat rising in her cheeks again, and lower, a strange, warm flutter between her thighs. She crossed her legs under the thin sheet. “I... I don’t know. I’ve never really thought about it.”

Riley smiled, slow and knowing. “That’s alright. College is for figuring shit out.” She reached over and turned off her lamp, plunging the room into cozy darkness. “Night, Nebraska girl. Sweet dreams.”

Emily barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Riley’s confident smile, the curve of her hips, the way her eyes had traced over Emily’s body earlier. It was confusing. Exciting. Scary.

The next few days settled into a rhythm. Classes started—Intro to Psychology for Emily, advanced literature for Riley. They ate meals together in the dining hall, studied side-by-side at the library. Riley was tactile: a hand on Emily’s lower back guiding her through crowds, playful pokes in the side, brushing lint off Emily’s shoulder. Each touch lingered just long enough to make Emily wonder.

One evening, after a long day of syllabus week, they collapsed onto their beds with cheap takeout pizza. Riley wore tiny sleep shorts and a thin camisole. Emily tried not to notice the way her nipples pressed against the fabric in the air-conditioned room.

“You’re tense,” Riley observed, sitting up. “Come here. I give killer shoulder rubs.”

Before Emily could protest, Riley was behind her on the bed, strong but gentle hands working the knots from her shoulders. Emily sighed involuntarily as Riley’s thumbs pressed into tight muscles. The touch was innocent enough, but Riley’s breath was warm against the back of her neck, and her voice dropped low as she murmured, “You’ve got such soft skin. It’s distracting.”

Emily shivered. “Riley...”

“Just relaxing you, babe. No pressure.” But Riley’s hands slid a little lower, tracing down her arms, before she pulled back with a soft laugh. “There. Better?”

Emily nodded, her pulse racing. She excused herself to the bathroom and splashed cold water on her face. Staring at her reflection, she whispered, “What is happening to me?”

That night, as Riley’s breathing evened out into sleep, Emily lay awake again. Her body felt alive in a way it never had before. Tentatively, under the covers, her hand slipped between her legs. She was wet—embarrassingly so. She bit her lip to stay quiet as she circled her clit, imagining Riley’s hands instead of her own. The orgasm came fast and sharp, leaving her trembling and more confused than ever.

Riley was already hitting on her. Openly. Shamelessly. And Emily, the good girl from the small Nebraska town where nothing ever happened, wasn’t sure she wanted it to stop.
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​Chapter 2: Roommate Sparks
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The days blurred into a steady rhythm of lectures, cafeteria food, and late-night conversations that left Emily’s mind spinning. By the end of the second week, Room 312 no longer felt like a temporary dorm—it felt like the center of a new, electric world. Riley moved through it with effortless confidence, turning even mundane moments into charged encounters.

Emily returned from her morning Intro to Biology class to find Riley stretched out on her bed in nothing but a sports bra and black yoga pants, earbuds in, scrolling through her phone. The late September sunlight streamed through the window, highlighting the smooth curve of Riley’s waist and the way her dark hair spilled across the pillow.

“Hey, Nebraska,” Riley said without looking up, a smile tugging at her lips. She popped one earbud out. “You look like you need to unwind. Long day of staring at microscopes?”

Emily set her backpack down and kicked off her sneakers. “Something like that. I swear the professor talks faster than I can write.” She hesitated, then sat on the edge of her own bed, hyper-aware of how close they were in the small room.

Riley rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand. Her green eyes traced over Emily slowly, appreciatively. “You know, you’ve got this whole innocent farm-girl thing going on. Blonde hair, big blue eyes, that sundress you wore yesterday... it’s killing me a little bit.”

Emily’s cheeks burned. She laughed nervously, tucking her legs underneath her. “You’re teasing me again.”

“Not teasing. Complimenting.” Riley sat up fully, crossing her legs. “You ever think about how hot you are? Because I have. A lot.”

The directness stole Emily’s breath. Back in Willow Creek, flirting was subtle—awkward compliments at bonfires, stolen kisses in pickup trucks. This was something else entirely. Bold. Unapologetic. Female.

“I... I don’t know what to say to that,” Emily admitted, her voice soft.

Riley slid off her bed and moved to sit beside Emily, close enough that their thighs touched. “You don’t have to say anything. Just feel it.” Her hand rested lightly on Emily’s knee, thumb tracing small circles. “I like you, Em. You’re sweet, but there’s fire under there. I can tell.”

Emily didn’t pull away. The warmth of Riley’s touch spread upward, igniting sparks low in her belly. She could smell Riley’s vanilla lotion mixed with the faint musk of her skin after a morning workout. It made her dizzy.

They spent the afternoon studying together—Emily at her desk, Riley sprawled on her stomach across her bed, feet kicking in the air. Every so often Riley would ask a question about Emily’s life back home, drawing out stories of dusty roads, her mother’s apple pies, and the boredom that had pushed her toward college.

“You must’ve been so lonely,” Riley murmured during one lull. “All those boys who didn’t know what to
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